THE  TRAIN
In this coach no guard met him.
Danilov paused at the door of the power ^compart-
ment; voices could be heard above the grinding of the
wheels, but it was impossible to distinguish the words.
Actually, things were quieter than he had expected.
He opened the door suddenly. Nobody paid any
attention, only the man on duty, Goremykin, rose; the
others remained seated. Kravtsov, the chief engineer,
shifted his cigarette to the corner of his mouth, slammed
a card on to the table and said:
"Got you, old man."
"Not likely! Clubs are trumps," said Protassov, the
coach repair foreman, and placed his card on the table.
Suddenly the young electrician Nizvetsky rose in
embarrassment.
All four men, except Goremykin, were highly skilled
craftsmen—the most difficult people to deal with. And
Kravtsov, in addition, was a volunteer.
"Are you searching for bottles, Comrade Commissar?"
said Kravtsov, watching Danilov. "You needn't trouble
—they're all gone!"
He waved his hand. His face was flushed, his eyes dull.
Danilov sat down on a stool and pondered. The men
watched him in silence, beginning to look somewhat
worried and serious. Behind Danilov's back Goremykin
stole away guiltily, closing the door carefully behind
him. .., As far as he was concerned, everything was
dear. Nothing to worry about. The other three, Danilov
could put under arrest. Drunk, the sons of bitches. The
day before, in Vologda, he had noticed them running
about furtively and whispering. ... It would be easy to
arrest them. But what then?
"Well, come on, deal!" said Danilov to the pale and
alarmed Nizvetsky. "Deal for Fool-With-the-Load."*
He played one game with them, putting all his skill
into it, carefully watching the cards, his small, scornful
mouth slightly open, showing his gold tooth. He won,
and rase*
* A card game where the loser is left with all the cards,

